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Growing in her to make her changed and cold.
And as we entered there that day, I bent
My eyes on the fair Image, and I said
Within my heart, e Oh turn her heart to me ! '
And so I left her to her prayers, and went
To gaze upon, the pride of Moiiza's shrine,
Where in the sacristy the light still falls
Upon the Iron Crown of Italy,
On whose crowned heads the day has closed, nor yet
The daybreak gilds another head to crown.	380
But coming back, I wondered when I saw
That the sweet Lady of her prayers now stood
Alone without her ;  until further oft,
Before some new Madonna gaily decked,
Tinselled and gewgawed, a slight German toy}
I saw her kneel, still praying.    At my step
She rose, and side by side we left the church.
I was much moved, and sharply questioned her
Of her transferred devotion ;  but she seemed
Stubborn and heedless ;  till she lightly laughed         390
And said :  * The old Madonna ?    Aye indeed,
She had my old thoughts,—this one has my new.'
Then silent to the soul I held my way :
And from the fountains of the public place
Unto the pigeon-haunted pinnacles,
Bright wings and water winnowed the bright air ;
And stately with her laugh's subsiding smile
She went, with clear-swayed waist and towering neck
And hands held light before her;  and the face
Which long had made a day in my life's night	400
Was night in day to me ;  as all men's eyes
Turned on her beauty, and she seemed to tread
Beyond my heart to the world made for her.
Ah there !  my wounds will snatch my sense again :
The pain comes billowing on like a full cloud
Of thunder, and the flash that breaks from it
Leaves my brain burning.    That's the wound he gave,
The Austrian whose white coat I still made match
With his white face, only the two were red

